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One 


Author's Notes: 
Predictably cliche. Really sloppily written. Not quite sure why | find it suitable to post such garbage, but N\'m 
going for it. Enjoy! 


"Owl Fuck! 

"Sorry, sorry, | know.it hurts. just hold still." 

"Ouch! Dammit, James - * 

"Sorry! Just keep fucking still for a sec, will you?" 

Inhaling deep through clenched teeth, the bassist reluctantly obliged and remained as still as he possibly could 


despite the pain coursing through him. But another short movement on the guitarists part, and the blond man 
nearly toppled off the bed with how fast Jason jerked away. 


"Fucking Christ, James!" he howled, fingernails curling into the sheets. "Could you possibly be any more gentle?" 
‘lm trying Though itd be a bit easier if | had some assistance." 

‘Oh, don't even try to put the blame on me - " 
"If you weren't such a damn cry baby - " 


"You'd be crying too, if you were me!" 


"Unfuckinglikely." James gave an eye roll accompanied with a scoff. He re-admonished his hold on Jason. "The 


more you protest, the longer this is gonna take. Now get ready, ‘cause this is gonna hurt" 

Although James had already done all he could do to bring the agony to a minimal, Jason steeled himself against 
the pain he knew would come. Inhaling deep again, he tightened his grip on the comforter and rolled his 
shoulders back, relaxing but still tensed, eyes slipping closed. 

"Alright," he said. "I'm ready." 

James’ gaze flickered upward. "You sure?" 

"Positive." 


"Okay then. Here we go." 


The anticipation raced through Jason's veins like thunder. He could hear his heart thump thumping in his ears. 


Deep breaths, he reminded himself. He's not trying fo hurt you. Fuck. Okay. Here it comes..brace yourself. 


Three seconds later, Jason's eyes flew open when he felt the bed shift and James' weight leaving the 


mattress. His heart seized. 

"Wait! Where are you going?" 

‘I'm done," came the simple reply. 

The bassist's eyes grew wide. "You're..you're done?" 

James once more rolled his eyes. " Yes, numbnuts, l'm done." 

Eyes amplifying by triplefold, Jason scrambled to reach for his ankle and yanked his foot up to eye level. He 


scrutinized the surface of his big toe, worn and capped with calluses, and gawked when he found a small 


pinprick in the skin. 


He whipped his head up to beam at the vocalist. "You got it out!" The bassist lunged forward and flung his 
arms adoringly around James. "You got the sliver out! Thanks, James. You're the best!" 


Hetfield gave a low, muffled chuckle. "Don't mention it." 


